1536.]                             Courageous Death.                                231

eyes with a bandage; and then they withdrew themselves some little
space, and knelt down over against the scaffold, bewailing bitterly
and shedding many tears. And thus, and without more to say or
do, was her head struck off; she making no confession of her
fault, but saying, " O Lord God, have pity on my soul 1" She
died with great resolution. Her eyes and lips were observed to
move when her head was held up by the executioner. It is also
said, that before those beautiful eyes sunk in the dimness of
death, they seemed for an instant mournfully to regard her bleed-
ing body as it fell on the scaffold.

It does not appear that the last moments of Anne were dis-
turbed by the presence of lady Boleyn and Mrs. Cosyns. The
gentler females who, like ministering angels, had followed their
royal mistress to her doleful prison and dishonouring scaffold,
half-fainting and drowned in tears as they were, surrounded her
mangled remains, now a spectacle appalling to woman's eyes; yet
they would not abandon them to the ruffian hands of the execu-
tioner and his assistants, but, with unavailing tenderness, washed
away the blood from the lovely face and glossy hair, that scarcely
three years before had been proudly decorated with the crown of
St. Edward, and now, but for these unbought offices of faithful
love, would have been lying neglected in the dust. One weeping
lady took the severed head, the others the bleeding body of the
unfortunate queen, and having reverentially covered them with a
sheet, placed them in a chest which there stood ready, and carried
them to the church, which is within the Tower; where they de-
posited it.

There is, however, some reason to doubt whether the mangled
remains of this hapless queen repose in the place generally pointed
out in St. Peter's church within the Tower as the spot where
she was interred. It is true that her warm and almost palpitating
form was there conveyed in no better coffin than an old elm-
chest that had been used for keeping arrows, and in less than
half an hour after the executioner had performed his office, thrust
into a grave that had been prepared for her by the side of her
murdered brother. And there she was interred, without other
obsequies than the whispered prayers and choking sobs of those
true-hearted ladies who had attended her on the scaffold, and
were the sole mourners who followed her to the grave. It is to
be lamented that history has only preserved one name out of
this gentle sisterhood, that of Mary "Wyatt, when all were worthy
to have been inscribed in golden characters in every page sacred
to female tenderness and charity.                           *

Aime Boleyn was in her thirty-sixth year at the time of her